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rhythmical wills. One too often misses in
his Earthly Paradise the minute ecstasy of
modern song without finding that old
happy-go-lueky tune that had kept the
story marching.
Spenser's contemporaries, writing lyrics
or plays full of lyrical moments, write a
verse more delicately organised than his
and crowd more meaning into a phrase
than he, but they could not have kept one's
attention through so long a poem. A friend
who has a fine ear told me the other day
that she had read all Spenser with delight
and yet could remember only four lines.
When she repeated them they were from
the poem by Matthew Roydon, which is
bound up with Spenser because it is a
commendation of Sir Philip Sidney :
cc A sweet, attractive kind of grace,
A full assurance given by looks,
Continual comfort in a face,
The lineaments of Gospel books.55
Yet if one were to put even these lines
beside a fine modern song one would notice
that they had a stronger and rougher
energy, a featherweight more, if eye and